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OF DEATH 



A True "Warriors Of The Sea" Story 



By 

Richard C. Kraus 



The Japs grinned maliciously 

When his plane dove into the sea 

But Lieutenant Blair 

Knew they wouldn't dare 

To face the wrath of our Navy! 

LIEUTENANT GEORGE BLAIR'S 
HELLCAT zoomed low over the Jap 
harbor of Truk. His jaw was set hard as he 
maneuvered the speedy craft to avoid he 
Jap anti-aircraft fire. This was February 17, 
1944, second day of the U. S. Navy's surprise 
attack On the powerful Jap fortress, and 
Blair's Outfit, Fighting Squadron Nine of the 
ESSEX, had been through the thick of the 
action. 

"Flak's getting closer," the young officer 
muttered to himself. "Those Nip ground 
gunners are catching wise to our speed!" 

Blair caught his breath as a 40-mm. anti- 
aircraft shell whooshed up past the Hellcat's 
wing. 

"Better make tracks for the carrier. I'm 
running low on gas." 

Swiftly, the Navy flier gunned the fighter, 
sending it racing through the Jap fire, hurt- 
ling over the huge lagoon that lay in the 
center of Truk. Halfway across the great 
green bay, Blair craned his neck to see if 
he could locate any of his buddies of Squad- 
ron Nine.; . 

Then it happened! 
: A slamming concussion, a: black spray of 
screaming steel, and the Hellcat was flung 
, to the side like a leaf in a gust of wind. A 
Jap shell had smashed squarely into Lieu- 
tenant Blair's plane. 

Desperately, the flier grabbed for the con- 
trols. They were dead in his hands, and a 
thin stream of smoke from his engines was 
growing rapidly into a cloud of oil-purpled - 
"smudge. 

: "Got to get . .... out of here . . ." 

Straining up against the force of the 
plane's dive, Blair slid back *4» eowHng- 



But, even as the Hellcat went into a wide- 
banked spin, be realized that there was 
nothing he could do. He was too close to 
the water to try a jump. He had to wait . . . 

Twisting and turning, the fighter plane 
plummeted toward the waves of the lagoon. 
Then, sending water high in a great green- 
white spray, it hit. Simultaneously, Lieu- 
tenant Blair clutched the side of the ship 
and heaved himself out of the cockpit. There, 
next to him in the water was the life raft. 
But, dismayed, the flier realized that -the 
precious float was punctured in several places 
by the Jap slugs; it would be ho use to 
him! 

Only his Mae West— the life belt he wore 
around his chest — lay between Lieutenant 
Blair and the bottom of the sea. 

"Better get rid of these clod-hoppers . . ." 

Twisting in the warm, salty water, the : 
Navy flier managed to pull off his shoes. A 
moment later, when his socks slipped off 
too, and he saw his feet flashing white under 
the surface of the water, he decided that it 
hadn't been such a good idea. If there were 
any sharks inside the lagoon — they'd spot 
those feet a mile away! 

Lifting his head and treading water, Blair 
surveyed his position. 

Here he was floating in an island sea, enr 
tirely surrounded by the Jap naval base. For 
years, pounding their way up through the 
Solomons, past the Gilbert and Marshall 
islands, the flier's Navy buddies had specu- 
lated about the heavily fortified Truk— 
wondering how many ships and planes and 
men it would take to conquer it. 

Now he, George M. Blair, of Sewickley, 
Pennsylvania, and the aircraft carrier 
ESSEX was floating right in the center of ; 
Truk. And, to top it all off — there came a 
Jap destroyer, heading straight for him! \; 

"That does it," groaned the young flier. 
"Wonder how I'll like a Jap prison camp 

Ai ht paddled to keep afloat, eyes riveted 
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aft the oncoming Japanese ship, Blair re- 
nted tba «absr 4cm brushes he'd had with 
t&S aswinj. QtM* ran out of ammuni- 
£n <* ftatiurt ba'd dropped his belly 
seefe «s • Jko pfam to smash it. Another 
Amt> wftun ncd MB Ottt of laad a Kwajalein, 
he'd cxofttad up «sw*fe» Kip, by forcing him 
down fate ti» «osa& 

But «A« «sbM bo do now? 

KertWngl t%m teas no out, George Blair 
peflaOWl Qnlwi and for a moment he had 
a g Unu n— tag of bop*— unless one of his 
aquadsw Bastes managed to come to his 
rescue Navy oats had a habit of taking a 
band when that? huddles got in trouble. 

Blair's hope was closer to the reality than 
he dared guess. When his plane hit the 
waves, his squadron mate. Lieutenant Kce- 
nan Chiiders, had circled overhead, broad- 
casting the position by radio and asking for 
• fighter relief. 

Then, seeing the Jap destroyer bearing 
down on George Blair, Lieutenant Chiiders 
swooped to the attack, with several other 
Navy fighters behind him. 

Forming a strafing circle, they screamed 
over the Nip tin can, at mast-high level, 
braving her flak. Again and again they slam- 
med in at her pouring machine gun fire onto 
her decks, until the Jap commander was 
forced to back his ship away. 

From his ringside seat, Blair watched, 
mouth agape. 

"She's coming back again . . . determined 
to get me!" 

But again Keenan Chiiders and the other 
Navy fliers stormed in and strafed the de- 
stroyer till she was forced to retreat again 
and wait at a distance. 

Now two of the U. S. fighters began to 
run out of gas. Banking away, they headed 
back toward their home carriers. 

Seeing this, the Jap destroyer, determined 
to pick up the floating American airman, 
swerved in again. And, once again, Chiiders 
and the remaining Yanks swarmed in like 
angry hornets. Almost at the last moment, 
the destroyer was forced to give ground and 
speed away from the helpless Blair. 

Now the young Navy flier saw the last of 
the fighters overhead turn and wing back 
toward their ships. He had no protection in 
the sky now, but fortunately, the Nip de- 
stroyer bad Anally given up the hunt, and 
retreated to the shore of the lagoon. 

Now George Blair was completely alone. 
Far off tn the distance, he could see the Jap- 
held shore, and high overhead were squad- 



rons of attacking Navy planes. But that 
was all. 

The minutes slipped by, as he Navy flier 
slowly treaded water, eyes searching the 
distant horizon. Would help come? 

The answer was an old Kingfisher am- 
phibian! It showed up suddenly, skimming 
over the 1 lagoon, and then dropping to an 
easy landing on the surface. Behind it fol- 
lowed two Navy escort fighters. 

George Blair waved frantically, but the 
seaplane's pilot did not seem to see him. 
Slowly the Kingfisher taxied over the 
water. 

Then inspiration hit Blair. Clutching eag- 
erly under his life jacket, he began to release 
his green dye marker. As the surface of the 
lagoon turned a brighter color near him, the 
rescue plane turned and taxied toward 
Blair. 

In a moment, it was just a few yards from 
the floating airman. 

"Hi there, bud ! I'm Lieutenant Baxter," 
shouted the Kingfisher's pilot, sticking his 
head out of the cockpit. "Lieutenant Chii- 
ders, of your squadron, gave us directions 
for floating you." , 

Stroking swiftly over to the amphibian, 
George Blair shouted up joyously — "Am I 
glad to see you I Who do I see about getting 
a ticket out of here?" 

"No ticket needed," the Kingfisher pilot 
lat'ghed. "Get him aboard, Chief, and let's 
get this crate out of here!" 

Chief Radioman R. F. Hickman clambered 
out on the seaplane's wing, and helped Blair 
up. Both of them jammed in the rear seat 
of the plane, and the OS2U took 6ff. 

"Say your prayers. Mister," Lieutenant 
Baxter shouted back. "We just loaded 
enough gas in her for a round trip, figuring 
on the extra passenger." 

But luck was with George Blair, as it had 
been all day. When the Kingfisher's pon- 
toons hit the water next to its home cruiser, 
it had less than one pint of gasoline left! 
But it had gotten back safely, and that was 
the important thing. 

TTO LIEUTENANT KEENAN Chiiders 
and Denver Baxter, and to Radioman 
R. F. Hickman went the credit for an almost 
miraculous rescue — snatching a crashed avi- 
ator from the very grasp of the Japanese. 
But to them, and to George Blair himself, 
it was just another job done — another mis- 
sion accomplished. 

THE EJSJ) 
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Sure!— you're going to build a model pike of your own! Sure! — 
you're going to have LIONEL locos and rolling stock, because 
ONLY LIONEL gives you power plus realism! Only LIONEL locos 
puff real smoke with action of driving rods! Only LIONEL Locos 
have built-in real R.R. whistle! And to build a real pike get the 
LIONEL 

SPECIAL OFFER- 

Far 25c we >.nd you a 32-psga full color catalog, a 4' 
Inch .Band aff.ct. nurd with narration by till St.™, 
famoui Spark Coromtntolor, plui official U.S. whlitli 
.ignali on r*v*r» .id.. W. olio »nd you a 33-r-oai 
"FUN WHh LlONEl" book, a K.R. Guide Woll Chart, anc 
cigars* idaal layout Btu. Print. (Quantitl*. Ilmtt.rl, ■< 
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Developed at the GILBERT HALL OF SCIENCE 



see 'cm puff SAfoxe/ 
//e*& 'eat "c#0o-e#oo* 

Ok 



.. 4*07 PMmyfvanio freiflfn. II 
3. Remote Control, Complcia with 
rock, making 140" oval— 

129 M 



Uain-No. *6» New Ivk Central frefahl. 
23 pit ft. 52 3-16" long. Remote Control. Complete 
with 14 secllons ol Irock, moiling 140" oval — 

s39.ss 



THE ONLY SCALE MODEL TRAINS WITH f , 
ALL THESE THRILLING FEATURES ' 



form 3-16" scale, so that your train 
looks like real— hugs the track like 
real. Cars have automatic couplers 
that couple anywhere. Uncouple fay 
remote control. Die -cast locomo- 
tives have superpower worm drive 
that assures smooth, steady pull at 
all speeds from a crawl to 120 scale 
miles per hour. See and hear the 
tensational American Flyers at your 
nearest department or 



Send for this < 

! Colossal Illustrated 
Train Book 
32 big pages with lull color illue- . 
I tuitions of all American Flyer 1 
3 trainsandBpectaculareqUiprnent. 
* Advance news on sensational new 
I Electronic Propulsion Locomo- 

itives, automatic coal loader. log j 
loader, and other latest develop- 
1 ments in scale model railroading. 
i Mail coupon with :■><. 



* Real imake synchronized with Irani 
speed 

* "Choo-ehoo" sound effects synchro- 
nixed with (rain speed 

* Realistic 2-roil irock-no old-fashioned 
third rail 

* Trains and (rack burll I* Vfttferm 
3-16" scale 

* Spectacular n*w Electronic Propulsion 



The new American Flyers bring you 
all the wonder and glory of railroad- 
ing. They puff real smoke. The built- HIHS^S^^^oal^SBM 
in "choo-choo" reproduces the choo- ^^^^B^^^^^^^^^^^^te&j^ 

choo sounds of a real locomotive I ^^S^^'^^ig] -" Gilbert Hall of Science 

under full steam. Both smoke and j ^*sliS*faJ] 'OErectorSq.. NewHaven.Comi. 

"choo-choos" vary in intensity as Sefl American Flyer's '2 rail track hat I enclose lQr. Please rush colossal 

you increase or decrease the speed no o|j.'[ Q ,hianed third rail in Ihe middle. I illustrated " ain book - 

of your train. Locomotives, tenders, -v design rail, looks just like the track f Name 

cars and track are all built to uni- of a tool steam railroad. | 

• When in.New York visit the famous Gilbert Hall of Science, Fifth Avenu* I 

at 25thSirt=et. Admission Free. The A.C.Gilbert Company, New Haven, Conn. » City...- ..State.. 

Alsomakersof the famous Erector, Gilbert Chemittry Sett, AfVcrojcopo., 9 This offer good only is U.S.A. 

( Tool Chests and other Gilbert Scientific Toyt. /"-■ . 1 * - 




